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Summary: Amber isn't perfect. But then neither is Penny. AmberPenny 
Femslash . 


1 . one 

_A/N— This is chapter 1. I've been working on this one for a while, 
but I still can't decide whether to make it a twoshot or a story. 
Reviews make me very happy ;-)_ 

Amber Von Tussle was supposed to be perfect. 

That's what her mother told her. That's what Corny told her. What 
else could be expected of the lead girl on the Corny Collins Show? 

She lived in a cocoon of hairspray and makeup, and she was always 
expected to smile or dance on cue. But her perfection only existed on 
the outside. 

Amber Von Tussle was a slut. 

That's what she heard the other girls whispering backstage and at 
school. This, of course, was true; her first time was when she was 
fourteen. The boy was three years older, and she was afraid to say 
no. That was when she started sleeping with any boy who would look at 
her. She tried to blame it on stress, or her mother, but the truth 
was that Amber wasn't as perfect as she was on camera. She was broken 
and couldn't be fixed. 

Amber Von Tussle was stupid. 

That's what her teacher said. Amber's grades started falling when her 
mother began making her stay up late at night practicing the latest 
dance or learning how to improve her posture, or her smile, or her 
voice. Homework and studying were disregarded; all that mattered was 
winning. Winning pageants, and dance contests, and, most importantly, 
winning her mother's approval. 



It was May of 1962. Amber was sixteen, and her reign as the star of 
the Corny Collins Show had reached its peak. Link Larkin pretended to 
love her, but she knew he hated her. Hated her sleeping around, her 
nasty attitude, and her false perfection. Amber didn't care; she knew 
that almost everyone disliked her. And why not? She was cruel and a 
shameless whore. That's what she saw when she looked in the mirror, 
and that's what others saw, too. 

Amber met Penny Pingleton in History on a Thursday. Her hair was in 
two shiny pigtails, and she wore a dress that looked suspiciously 
like recycled drapes. She was almost constantly chewing, whether it 
was gum or a lollipop or her own fingernails. There was something 
tensely energetic about her, even though she seemed very shy. Amber 
noticed her, more than the other girls, because she was, well, 
different. She didn't say mean things about Amber behind her back, 
and she didn't seem to care what people said about her. 

Amber had disliked Penny's best friend Tracy Turnblad from the first 
second she saw her. It wasn't her weight; it was her enthusiasm, her 
compassion, her openness. She was more perfect than Amber was, and 
that frightened her. 

Penny wasn't perfect. Everyone knew her father was an alcoholic who 
committed suicide eight years ago. Everyone knew her mother was a 
freak who tied Penny up to keep her away from boys. Penny hung out 
with the colored kids, and there were even rumors that she was going 
out with Seaweed Stubbs. When Amber heard them, she felt hollow 
inside, but she couldn't figure out why. 

After class. Penny stayed behind. Amber was still gathering her books 
when Penny bounced up to her. 

"Hi," Penny said shyly. 

Amber's mouth grew dry. She could feel her heart begin to pound in 
her ears. She had never felt this way before, not even when she had 
first met Link. 

Penny's wide blue eyes blinked twice. She smiled expectantly. 

"What do you want?" Amber snapped, pushing the other girl 
aside . 

"Well, you failed the history test. I-I mean, you didn'ta€|" Penny 
faltered, unsure of what she wanted to say and how she wanted to say 
it . 

"I already know I'm stupid. Beats being ugly." Amber fired words like 
they were flaming arrows, and each one pierced Penny's heart. 

"I was just, uh, thinking that you might want some help with-with 
studying a-anda€ | " Penny once again trailed off, unable to 
concentrate on anything but Amber's eyes. They were beautiful, but 
filled with anger and sadness. Penny wished she could help Amber. 
After all. Penny was broken too. 

Amber seemed to relax for a moment. Then she tensed up again. "N-no. 

I don't have time for people who weara€"who wear tablecloths to 
school." Amber fired once more and walked out of the classroom, 
leaving Penny standing with tears filling her glassy eyes. 



2 . two 


_A/N— This chapter moves a bit quickly. I decided to make this 
another twoshot. Tell me what you think !_ 

The next day. Amber finds Penny standing at her locker. She feels a 
sudden rush of adrenaline, and smiles at Penny without thinking. 

Penny smiles back. 

"Are youa€ | uma€ | st ill interested ina€|?" Penny begins awkwardly. "I 
mean, if you're not, its okay." 

Amber can feel a blush rising on her cheeks. Suddenly, she is at a 
loss for a venomous comeback, and can only manage to nod her head. 
"But it's not like I want to hang out with you or anything." Amber's 
eyes are narrowed defensively. "I just can't afford to fail another 
test . " 

"I understand," Penny says. And she does. 

"I'll meet you after school, by the big oak tree." Amber doesn't want 
to be seen with Penny. It's not because Penny isn't perfect, because 
Amber isn't, either. Amber doesn't know what it's like to have a 
friend who doesn't pretend like you just because you're on the Corny 
Collins show, or because you lost your virginity before everyone 
else . 

Penny chews her bottom lip, nods, and darts off as the bell 
rings . 

Amber discovers Penny sitting under that large oak, blowing a bubble 
with her gum. When Amber comes near. Penny stands up. 

"Where do you want to study?" Penny asks. 

Amber shrugs. "My house, I guess." 

Penny smiles and starts walking next to Amber 

Amber knows that her mother will hate Penny. Penny's clothes look 
like hand-me-downs from the 1940 's. Penny hangs around with the 
coloreds. Penny's knees are knobbly and her elbows stick out. Amber 
wonders for a split second if all Penny eats are those 
lollipops . 

Amber needs to break the silence. "Have you ever actually seen the 
Corny Collins Show?" Amber asks uncomfortably. 

Penny nods. "Once. At Tracy's house. My mother doesn't like me 
watching it though." Penny pauses. "You're really good. At dancing, I 
mean . " 

Amber feels a prickly sensation in her stomach. "Thanks. I-I mean, of 
course I am. I'm not the star for nothing." 

Penny stops walking and looks at Ambera€"really looks at her. All of 
a sudden Amber feels naked, and Penny's piercing blue eyes and 
curious expression are making her squirm. 



"What?" Amber finally snaps. 


"Nothing." Penny mumbles. "It's justa€|well, I bet lots of people 
have told you you're pretty before." 

Amber is silent. Yes, other people have told her this, but she's 
never felt this way when they said it. Boys told her she was 
beautiful to get her into bed, and girls complimented her so they 
could say they were friends with somebody famous. Penny tells her 
she's pretty because she really thinks so, and Amber doesn't know 
what to say. 

"It's okay. I know I'm not pretty." Penny says, not waiting for Amber 
to respond. "My mother says it's a good thing, otherwise I'd have 
boys after me all the time." 

"Penny, you ' reaE | " Amber can't hear herself talk because her heart is 
thundering in her ears. She wipes the sweat off her palms. "Your 
mother wouldn't know pretty if it bit her on the nose." 

"So you think I'ma€!" Penny's eyes are wide. She craves Amber's 
approval for a different reason than the other girls do. It's unclear 
to Penny why she cares what the blonde thinks of her, but she 
does . 

Amber finds herself relaxing. Insulting Penny was ultimately a lost 
cause; the girl obviously still wanted to be Amber's friend after 
everything the blonde had done. 

Amber's voice is soft when she speaks next. She stares into Penny's 
eyes. "Penny, I think you're beautiful." 

Amber's eyes widen when she realizes what she has said. Penny looks 
confused, but flattered nonetheless. Amber is shocked, scared, and 
embarrassed all at once. Red faced, she says, "I didn't meana€ i the 
way it sounded." 

Penny looks disappointed for a moment. "Oh. So you don't think I'm 
pretty? " 

Amber's emotions are going haywire. Penny was too plain, she was too 
tall, she was too skinny, and she dressed like a 9-year-old. But she 
was more than pretty. 

"That's not what I meant." Amber is surprised that Penny isn't 
disgusted by her apparent show of affection. Maybe Penny didn't like 
boys just because her mother was crazy and tried to keep them away. 
MaybeaC i 

Amber becomes lost in her own thoughts. The next thing she knows, 
they are at the front door of her house. Most people expect Velma Von 
Tussle and her daughter to live in a large, expensive house; no one 
could imagine that a television producer and her star would reside in 
a third-floor walkup in one of the worst parts of the city. 

When the two girls enter the flat, they find Velma in the kitchen, 
drinking cognac directly from the bottle and flipping through an old 
album filled with newspaper clippings. Amber is horrified. She knows 
her mother smokes and drinks too much, but she always does these 



things in secret. Velma almost never drinks around Amber, much less 
strangers; however, she makes no effort to put away the bottle or to 
greet Amber and Penny. 

After a few moments of shocked silence, Velma finally speaks. Her 
eyes are red, and she is wearing far too much makeup. "Who's your 
friend?" She slurs, trying to stand up but falling back onto her 
chair . 

Amber wants to cry. She grabs Penny's hand and runs down the hall to 
her room. 

Amber's room is small, yet impeccably clean and filled with frilly 
pink things- the curtains, the duvet, and even the carpet are all the 
same shade of powdery rose. There are pictures on the dresser: a 
younger Velma holding a baby Amber; Amber and Link's prom photo; a 
promotional picture of the cast of the Corny Collins Show. 

Penny starts to unpack her books. Amber remains silent. It is only 
after Penny explains the plot of _The Great Gatsby_ for what seems 
like the eleventh time that Amber begins to cry. 

It is sudden, and forceful, and Penny has no idea what to do except 
hold Amber close to her and stroke her brittle, chemically enhanced 
hair. Amber doesn't lash out this time, but seems to melt into Penny, 
wanting and needing comfort and love. 

"Penny." Amber looks up into the eyes of the other girl, and sees 
herself reflected in them. Penny has a light smile on her lips. 

They stay that way for a while, until the clock shows 4:00 and Penny 
has to leave. When they walk downstairs, Velma is on the couch, fast 
asleep, an empty bottle still clutched in her hand. 

"I'll tell my mother that I was in detention again." Penny lowers her 
eyes until she is staring at her own shoes. Amber sniffles in 
response. Penny is the only one who knows how she feels. Penny is the 
only one who loves her. 

Amber feels a spark deep within her, something she's never felt 
before. She knows what she has to do, before it's too late. 

"Penny, y-you forgot something." Amber's hair is a mess, her makeup 
is smeared, and her voice is hoarse. Her self-built walls of beauty, 
meanness, and imaginary strength have all been knocked down. Penny, 
however, is still Penny, and always will be. 

Amber, mustering up all her courage, leans up and kisses Penny on the 
lips . 

After Amber pulls away. Penny's eyes are still closed. She licks her 
lips lightly. 

"Perfect," Penny says with a smile. 

The End 


End 
f ile . 



